Cossacks in Hyde Park

these officers, these men of fashion from a legendary North, to
have made provision for a London summer. For, in their fantasy,
Russia was always cold. Yet, it is but fantasy. They are, in fact, the
Monstrosities of Hyde Park Corner, near the statue of Achilles,
but before that bronze figure was offered by the women of Eng-
land in honour of Wellington. So do not demand of them that
they should be true Russians. It is allowed that the beaux may be
influenced in their ideas by the notions of a foreign clime. The
Russians, and their Czar Alexander, had impressed the world.
This was a tribute to them, and an attempt to introduce that
novelty into the streets and drawingrooms of London.

But this is in exaggeration. For are these the real beaux? Come a
little nearer still and listen to them. We hear an unfashionable
accent, a drawling language full of slang and turns of phrase. The
speech of green room and hairdresser's saloon; hints of the cock-
pit and the boxing ring. They are not bucks of the first water. Or
can it be we are mistaken? Who could be more far-fetched, more
fantastic than Alvanley, or Petersham; more redundant than the
Regent? None of them had the good taste, the refinement of Beau
Brummel. We know the wasp waist and striped trousers of Lord
Petersham; his goatee beard and whiskers; and the odd or boat-
shaped hat which, together with his features, gave him something
of a Jewish air. There were Sefton; and Worcester, dressed in
black, and walking with his poodle. All of them, we know this,
had their peculiar voices. Some spoke like their own grooms; or
imitated, if unconsciously, a huntsman or a jockey. Others had a
family accent, come down to them from generations of country
houses in great parks. We do not feel certain our two tyros are of
these. The great beaux of the Regency never dressed alike. It was
their pride to be different. Our pair of heroes are standing in the
wings; not either upon the stage and playing to the world, nor
among its workers. Onlookers, gorgeously uniformed, in fact,
dressed to kill, but a little unsure of their background.

And what has brought them into this close identity together?
Do they share the same lodgings? Never, for one moment, could
we take them for two brothers. Everyone who reads this must
have among his own acquaintance characters, like these, who
from similarity of circumstance and condition have become alike.
They are comrades in arms. Both are drawn together, as if by a